NORTHERN OHIO -JOURNAL.

W. C. CHAMBERS & SON, - Proprietors.
J. 1. CHAMBERT, Bditee. W.C. CHANBERS, 1‘.!:15:!‘.!:._

Publishad Every Saturday,
AT PAINESVILLE, LAKE COUNTY, O.

Connting Roow aud Pulilication Office in
Stockwell Howse Block, 114 Main St.

TTEIT M=,
Yearly, by mail or earmer . 8w
Six Monthy, by mail or earrier. . 100
Threc Months., by mall orearrler ey mn il
Bepi™ in all cases advance paymwent is required,
JCrEE
k noel
= 1 Mends, Carvis aoul J
stion excentsd with disg
neabest siyle of the art.

Having an entire pow outlit of Ty pes, Presses,
and Machinery, together with a foree of conpe-
tent and skilltal workmen, we fieal that our fa-
cilltivs are socow! ww thise of vo other cstablish-
ment in the place.

DEPARTMENT.
Blank Work, Uinulars,

» Work .
teh aud o the

A HAINY DAY.
BY ROSERT K. WEEKS,

A wind thot shricks to the window pane,
A wind in the ehimney mosning,

A winid that tramples the rfponed
Al sets thin troes n-fu'cmum{ H

A wind that I dizzy with whirling play,

A dozen winds that nowve st their way
o sphie of the others' calling.

A thump of apples on e !(rmm-l.

A futter and Jurr) amd whirling roumd
O hetvwess Lo soon a Iving ;5

A tossing and strenming like halr unbonaad
or willow boughs 4-85ing 3

A 1y romd mnd 8 glooms’ lnnd,

An ompty lake that is blistersd with rain,
Aned n fieavy sky that is falling.

EUALL,

SUNSEHINE
BY RONKRT K. WEEKS,

Here Is a thought which pizzles me,

W hether the fruitless tree,
Which shuros the sunshine equally
With all the rest,
¥Feels likon bittor fecling huarn,
Fhat makes the bleseiug all unblest,
In that howovar he may yoarn,
He ennnot make retirn,—

hase more favored ones who grew
Elpe nf) anenvied ut his side,
Iy wealth of golden frult to show
Tloow he luns caughit the geninl glow,
Al loves it with a perfect pride.

Or is b all contant with (his ¥—

‘Fo drink the sunlight, feel the bliss ;
Sure thae thoe sun above

{ Boeanse himnepell so Tall of love)
JKnows all the love l:: cannob speak,
That not his love, but'bs, = weak

Andd though he only may reosive,

Can of his gratitude bolleve

That it msy even greator be

Thin that of golden-fruited troe.

A SONG OF A NEST-

HY JEAN INGELOW.

There wias ouco & nest in o hollow,

Duwn in the mosses and knot-grass pressed,
Soft sod warm, amd full to the bring ;

Vetehor lounal overit, }mr]rlv anid dimg
With butter-cup buls o follow.

1 pray yon hear my song of 8 nest,
For (L is not luurc —

Yo whell never Hght ln o sunnics quest
The hushes among—

Shall pever Hght o 4 prouder sitter,
A fnirer nostful, nor ever know

A softer sound than thelr tender twitter,
Thut wind-1ke did come and go,

I hand o pestfol onee of my own,
Ah ! hupry. happy I 3
Right dearly I loved them ; bot when they were

wii
They sprmztl out their wings to fiy ;
), one atfver onw, thoi‘ How AwWny,
Fir up the heavenly blue,
To the better conntry, the uwt day,
And—1 wish [ was golng too.

| ﬁuy you, what is the nest to me,

umpl‘{ nest

Amf what Iz the shore where T stood to see
My bont suil down to the Wesk ?

Can I eall that home where 1 anchor yel,
Though my good man has sailed ¥

Can 1 eall that home wheve my nest was set,
Now nll its bopes bave Ouilod ?

Nay, but the port where my sailor wont,
And the lanil where my nestlings be,

There 15 the home whore my thoughts are sent,
The only hoe Gor me

THE THREE LITTLE CHAIRS.

They sut alona by the bright wood fire

The gy -halred dome and the aged sire,
Drepming of days gone by 3

The tear drop fell on each wrinkled cheek,

They both had thooghts that they could sotspeak,
As ¢ach heart utterod n=igh.

For their sad and tenrful eyve deseried
Thrae Httle chairs placed side by side
Against the silting-room wall ;
Old inshioned enough as there they stood
Their sents of flag, and thelr frame of wood,
Wikh their baoks so straight amd tall.
Then the sire allook his silvery hesld,
And with trembling vafee b klt'lltl_\' sala—"
“ Mother, those empty chndrs,
They bring ns such sml, sal thoughts to-night,
We'll put them forever out of sight,
In the smull, dlark rocm, op stairs,”

“ But,'” she answered; * Father, no, nal yet,
For I loak ut thom snd I forget
That the chiliren went sway.
The bovs como baok, ol onr Mary, too,
W ith hier apron on of clicekered b ue,
Andl sit there every doy.

Johnny still whittles ship's tall masts,

And Willio h‘rn leaden bullets dasts,
While Mary her patchwork sews 3

At evening three little childish prayers

Go up to Gkl from those little chnirs,
So softly that ne one Knows.

Johnny comes baok from the billowy deep,

Willio wnkes from the battle fields sleep,
To say good night to me ;

And Miury s wite and s mother no more

But o tiréd child whose play-thne is o’er,
Comes to yest jgain on my knee,

Oh those ehairs stamd thevebut thongh empty
e,
At the even time
To our Futl
That we in t
May clasp oo nriing
In thnt bright lasd long over the way.

hen alone we bow,
viil to pray 3

il
Vi

IN AUTUMN.

The vear grows splendid ; on the monntain ste
Now lingers long the warm and gorgeo
light.
Dying ﬁ_\' slow degrees into the deep,
Drelicions night.

The fagal trinmph of the perfect year,
Mises the woud™s magoificent array ;3
Beyonid the purple mountain heights appear
And slope awny.

The elm, with musical, slow motion, laves
His long, lithe hranches on the tepder air,
While, frun;lllxh l'.up]r.nf Ay, Sorilello waves
v searlet hair.

Whoere sprinvg flrst hid her violets 'oneath the fero,
W here Sunumer’s hngers opeged, fold oo o,
The odorons, wild, red rose head, now burn
The lenves of gold.

Tho loftivat hill—the lowliest Howering herb—
The fairest fruit ol season or of climé—
Al wear alike the mood of the supurb
Autumnal elime.

Now nnture poiirs her lust the noblest wine
Like saome Bacclinnta ; Leside the singing
stre
eclines enchanted day, wrapped in divine,
T passioned dreams.

But where the painted leaves are n\llin'f fust,
Amuvng the vales, bevoml the furthest hill,
“There sits i shadow—thin, anid swl, and vast
Awd Lingers still,

Andd still we hiear a voice among the hills,
A voice that moans gmong the haunted woods,
And with the mystory ol sorrow fills
The solitndes.

For, while gray Autnma gilds the froit aml leat,
A nd doth her firest festal garments wear,
Lo! Tiuwey, all nolseles=s, in His mighty shear
Binds up the year.

The mighty sheaf which never is undound—
The peaper whom your souls heseosh in vxin—
The loved, Jost never, which never may be fouwd,
Or loved ngain,

The Lady of Lindenwold.

A STORY IN FOoT'lR PARTS.

DY MRS. It. B. EDSON.

PART 1X.

E asdvanced leisurely toward

her with extended hand, and a

trinmphant glitter in his yel-
low-hrown eycs.

“T pever sxpected this happiness on

earth, Olive. Has the grave

2

Wi

she retreated o step, scorning his of-
fored hand with a superh gesture of

contempt.
S Admirable!
your favorite role at the Royal, 1 see.

am glud to find that prosperity basnot
1 ¢, are
you nob going to take my hand, when [

changed you. Bur, really, Oliye,
have *crosseil the stormy deep’ in searel
ol you?
ate sueh uparcallelled devotion ¥
“Geollry  Livingston, 1
God never to 8¢t eyves on your
szaint”
her scorn upon him,
“paternal, wpon my word !
conly knew how 1 have monrned for yon !?

“tieoflyy, L will not listen to your in-
1 hoped that I had aied forever
to yoe2, and o the old lite as well,” she

mults!

added, bitterly. ;
“You were very clever, T will admit

-y

andd wo one bt o tragedy queen would

ever have conceivinl such o brillian
plece of stendsezy,
shirewdness
the reports

P,

By Jove! it's not a buld way, alte

all, to flad ont what the world will say

indead
given up its dewd, in pity for my great

fou have not forgotten
I | now

Have you no heart to appreci-

had prayed
fnce
she salld, vehemently, facing
ahout and Nashing the full measare of

If yon

Even I, with all my
wis decpjved for awhile by
ol lmentations in the pa-
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of you afier you've leftit. It must be
excegdingly. pleasant to have the pleas-
wre of reading one’s own obituary. |
womder what the world would say of
m‘,n

“Phat it was well rid of & low, pitiful
senundrel.”

“Thank you. ' You are disposed to be
complimentary. But your partiality pro-
ably blinds you,"

“My ity P**

“Certainly. I'm your brother, and of
course sisterly uffection would lewd yon
to die my virtnes in a clearer light than
others less interestid.””

“Your virtues* Would to Heaven
you had any !

“Did you ever try to lovk for them,

Olive? On the contrary, have you not
alwuve loathed and seorned me, driving
mo further towards perdition by your
bitterness and annatural treatment ¥ he
asked, with some show of feeling.
“‘Did I teach yon gnmbling and drunk-
eness, and every low and Jisgusting
crime of which you have been gullty ¥
Itis yoar own acts that are driving you
o perdition, and which. have nfumn
driven me to distraction.”

“Rut, Olive, that is of the past. You
cpime to the, nvew. workd and began a new
life, Imvlage:lm okd: as . witerly. as if. it
had never beew.  Why can you not give
me an egual chance with you? Try me
once, Olive, I may not be as utterly
bad as you think. Let me, at least have
one more chaunce,”” he said pleadingly,
dropping hiz bitterness and sarcasni.
“¥ou mean that I share the Linden-
wold estate with you, and acknowledge
you & my brother #*

“Why not, Olive? 1t is as much mine
as yours,”

“You cannot prove that it is.”

“But 1 ask you to admit. [ have al-
ways defled you before, now I ask your
favor.™

“Suppoze I refuse it?" she said coldly.
“I will proelnim the truth, and take
my righta.”

“You would expose me if I defied
you? This, then, s your boasted refor-
mation " she sald, sneeringly.

“By Heaveuns, Olive, you are enough
to drive a man mad! Onee more I ask
you, will you acknowledge me and give
me a chanece to begin & new life?”
“Does beginning u new Iife depend on
your obtaining property? Your
conditions of repentance are as admira-
ble as your imprudence. I will not ae-
knowledge you, for you would only be
s you ulways have been,n hindrance and
a dis to me.”

l“ ery well, I will assert my claim,
then.™

“ludead! Perhaps you have proofsto

et
/“Pordition Lme, and you know it, and
glbat over it

“f certainly know.it. Your name, hy
some migtake was not in the family rec-
ovd which I bronght with me. [ do not
wish to cast any unfilial reflections on
our mother—but perhaps yoar name hud
not a legal right there. I -believe the
marriage of our parents'only dates u few
months prior to my birth,

“But you know the truth of the eir-
cymstanoes; and konow that I was as
mruch the acknowl: vl child of John
Livingston as yourselr.”

“Butsuppose [ do not choosge to know
it? The property is 1 ly mine. It
is under my control; I have taken oath
that I am the ouly child and heir vo it.
I do not Intend to go hack on that state-
ment, that you may have the Privllege
of dissipating It In profligate living. [
will sllew you, however, a hundred
wnnds annnally, if you will return to
ngland and never let me see you, or
hear of you again.”

“Curses on yoar money ! do you think
I will tonch it? I did not come here to
beg; if L had, I would have gone to the
rightyul owner!”

- Olive  Livingston turned a
frightened glance towardhim. *“Did he
kuow ? Linpossible!” . And her thoughts
few instinctively to a yellow and fuded
letter that #he knew was safely locked in
her writing~desk, and the key was in
her bosom, - She always carried it there,
of late, sleeping or waking.

“What do you mean ?”’ she demanded.
“1 mean that the the true heir is liv-
ing, and in this conntry.”

“Who?" ghe whispered, hoarsely, her
eyes burning like coals,

He beut over and whispered some-
thing in her ear.

ne rous!"” she exclaimed, in a
surprised, ineredulous tone, a look of re-
lief coming over her fnce, however,

“I tell you it is so. And more—I
kwono the man ™

She looked at him sharply a moment,
and then said, slewly:

% Livingston, I believe this is
one of yonr contemptible falsehoods,
with which you think to frighten me into
compliance with your demands. You
know that they were uever heard of
after they lefs England. And, beside,
there is no proof to confirm anything.”

“Are you willing to let things take
their course if I tell him "

“Tell who "

“I'he helr Ispoke of.”

“He is not the heir!” she said, deci-
sively, a strange light burning in her
cyes,

‘1 tell you he 18,
all about it,”
“Where is he—this man 2"’
“That is my secres.
wands, and 1 will keep it; refuse, and 1
will inform the person most interested.””
“Geoflry, give me three months o de-
cide. Here is fifty pounds=; if you want
more vome to me againg only keep awany
from Lindenwold, if possible.”

quick,

I happen to know

overpowering nature.

Remember, in
just three months,”

faded letter from her desk, perased it
for the hundredth time.

CHAPTER VIIL

easy chair.
opened suddenly and detected the look.

more comfortable.

terrible apprehension over her sister.
is wild with pain.
looking so pale like a Christmas rose.

graves under the daisjes—"'
“Amy, Amy, hush, dear.
not there.
and here.
fancy they are very near me.

i | becanse I know it is, soemehow,
and that it is only for a little time.”
| 0h - Alice!
ealmly ! I cannot bear it!
well!
land alone and friendless.”

that.
very tender and very pitiful.

t| gers st

r

Alice continued.

Accede to my de-

“Yon need not feur,” he replied, hit-
terly; “the attraction is not of a very

“I will remember,”’ she said, closing
thie door upon him, and hastening to
her room, and immediately taking a

It wasa plain, poorly-furnished cham-
her in which Amy Clair sat at her sew-
ing. casting ever and anon hasty glan-
ces at a thin, delicate face, lying wenrily
against the back of her chintz-covered
Presently the brown eyes

“Amy, durling, you are worrying
yourself too much about me. Why o
you, when Dr. Gray says I am so much
And my cough is
really a great deal better)” smiling a
wiun sort of smile, that was meant to be
very hopeful, but which sent a shiver of

“0Oh Alice! when 1 see you fuding
awny =o like a beaatiful flower, my heart
Perhaps if we had
never left dear old Lancaster you might
have heen strong and bright, instead off

wish sometimes that we had stayed there.
Oh Alice! I long so for n sight of Lhose

They are
‘I'ney are just as near us
Indeed, I sometimes
And at
suech times 1 feel so happy, and so con-
tent to bear all this pain and wcnri:liesa,
est,

How cau you talk so
Con st goet
How could I live in this strunge

“No, uot alone, Amy; we are never
There is alway one true friend—
And then,
' | dear, you forget Kind Mrs. Vanstone,
who has helped and befriended us so
much sinece that terrible night when we
came near perishing in the flames. And
then, Mr. Russel, Amy; could one give
stronger proofs of friendship than he
did, though we were compuratiye stran-

There was a bright flush now on the
pure clicek of Amy, aml a tender sweet-
ness hovered around the grieved month.

“*Perhaps he will, darling, brightening
visibly. *“*You know hei: to bring Miss
Livingston to see us sometime.”

“Yes, I know,”” was the rather rueful
reply. “*They say she is very cold and
haughty.™

“Mr. Russel suys she is the most ele-
gant lady he ever * Amy replied,
with a little nnecnscions sigi,

There was a low rap at the door, and
the sisters started nervonsly, half expect-
ing it to be the very personz they were
speaking of, but were =ens=ibly relieved
when the broad, good-humored face of
Timmy Bryne appeared instewd, with a
mysterions covered basket on hiz arm,
which he solemuly uncovered, and re-
vealed a score of great golden pears,
flanked by twice their nnmber of amber
aud erimson apples as big as one’s two
fists, while on one side, half hidden in
glossy green leaves, were long purple
and white clusters of the most delicious
Zrapes you ever saw. Amy uttered a
little ery of admiration, and Alice’s pale
lips quivered and her great brown eyes
filled with tears.

“Oh Timmy!” they both said, ina
breath, “why did you bring all these
nice things here? You ouglt not to do
80, Timmy. You are always bringing
us something nice, and we can never do
anythiong for you.”

“It’s puy enough, and more than such
an ugly fellow us I am deservin’, to geta
smile from your sweet faces,” was the
gallant reply; and Timmy protested
stoutly that a friend of his had so much
of such stufl’ lying about, that it was an
actual privilege to give it awayv. He did
not mention that his friend was a frait
dealer, or that he gave him five bright
shilling piecez for the privilege! But
they nnderstood and appreciated his del-
icucy and generosity, and after he had
gone, Alice said, jwith a feeling of seli-
reproach ;

“We never mentioned Timmy among
our friends."

“And yet [ doubt if we have one
other =0 utterly devoted and unselfish.
I never see the brave fellow bat I think
how grand he looked as he went steadily
dowu that ladder of flame, never shrink-
ing u hair though the cionders were
searing his fesh and scorching the hair
from his uncovered head. I could think
of nothing but the pictures 1 haye seen
of the old martyrs, and, to my eyes,
there will always be a sort of halo about
his scarred face, for he saved your life,
darling, and—""

A well-known step on the stairs sent
th:e quick color to Amy’s face, and inter-
rupted her speech. She knew it was
Mr. Russel’s step, and half suspected the
ciear, silvery tones, that mingled with
his deeper ones, were Miss Livingston’s,
She was correct in her impression, and
the elegant lady, elad in rich and costly
robes with jewels on her fingers and ot
her throat, came gracefully and cordi-
ally into the humble chamber.

She was socinl and courteons,but with
a little air of condescension that mude
Amy gind when the eall was over, and
the last rustle of her silken robes had
died away on the stairs. And beside,
she could not help seeing how cagerly
Paul Russel watched every movement of
the graceful figure, and, though he ev-
idently tried to appear as usual, his in-
terest in Aliee’s spiritual condition was
plainly eclipged by his interest in Miss
Livingston's material one,

“Amy, dear, I am afraid it iz very
wrong, but I think I don’t like Miss
Livingston very well.”

Amy did not reply hmmediately. she
was thinking: by-and-by she said ab-
ruptly :

“*Alice, where have I seen Miss Liv-
ingston ¥’

**She was on the Bermuda with us yon
know.”

“1 don't mean that. 1 was ill, yon
know, nearly the whole voyage. 1o
not remember noticing her onee, and do
not think I saw her. But somewhere 1
have seen that face. It seems a great
while ago, as everything does that hap-
pened in those old happy days, before
we knew how long, and weary, and
hard it was possible for them to be. It
was in a crowd that 1 saw her, aml I
distinetly remember that Harry was
with me, and he has been dead near
three years. [ recollect, Dbecause he
called her some sort of a (ueen—ah! I
have it now.! Alice, don’t you remem-
ber when Harry and T went to the
“Raoyal” to witness the debui of Made-
moiselle Olivia? and how you were ill
and conld not go? Well, there iz where
I saw that face. 1 should know it
among i thonsand.”

“Oh Amy, you must be mistuken. It
is not at all likely that Miss Livingston
was ever an actress. There may bea
strong resemblance—such things happen
unaceountably sometimes—but it is only
aresemblance, be sure of that,”

“1 tell you Alice, I knowe! Now, that
I have the elue, every tone and gesture
cvomes back to me perfectly, and T know
there are not two women iu the world
so entirely and utterly alike in look,tone,
gesture and carriage. But, Alice, Oh
how white you are! [ am so thought-
lesz; 1 might have known so much ex-
citement would tire yor. Lie here on
the lounge—let e arrange the pillows.
There, that iz right, pet?" siwoping
down and Kissing the thin, white lips.

A faint smile lickered over the was-
ted face, as with an air of utter exhaus-
tion she lay back among the pillows,
wlose snowy whiteness scarce rivalled
the pure, shadowy face pressed against
them.

When Miss Livingston stepped into
her earringe she ordered the driver to
make the tour of the principal streets,
iucluding Carmarthan strect: adding,
by way of excnse, that havinge seen the
main characters in the drama, it would
be iu keeping to end by visiting its lo-
cale. Perhaps the fact that Mr. Vin-
stone’s office was in that immediate
neighborhood had some slight hifluence
in her decision. Certain it was, a visible
nervonsness possessed her ns she neared
that loeality, in which Mr. Russel attrib-
uted to her guick sympathy with suffer-
ing. But he did not note the deepening
erimson in her eheek, or the softencd
light in her eves, when, & moment after,
she bowed, gyvith one ol her brightest
supiles, as n ‘nghu‘nl student face,with
elear, truthfal gray eyes, looked sod-
denly up from their writing al one of
the little dingy windows.

They rode leisurely through the browd
streets, pansing oceasionally to admire
some fine view. Perhaps it would have
been difficult for Paul Russel to analyze
the peculiar feelings with which Olive
Livingston inspired him. ‘That she at-
tracted him powerfully he did not a-
tempt to deny. Her presence overpow-
ered and intoxieated him, snd her volup-
tuous beanty held his senses in thrail.
But the very iotensity of the attraction
tired and exhausted him, He aid not
realize it while the spell was on, but
after he had left her presence a sense of
nerveless languor and a sort of restiess
dissatisfaction oppressed him. It was so
different from the feeling of restand
strength, the earnest longing for greater
purity and holiness of thought and life,
that burned in his 2oul when hesat in
that humble chamber on Germain street.
and, while he taunght, learned himself,
of henven from once who had alreudy
tasted its joys. And then he loved the
sweet face at the window, with its shift-
ing lights and shades, itz flushing and
paling, its tenderness and its pain, Jdrift-
ing like ripples across the surface of
some pure woorlland lake.  1e loved to
wateh the pretty, changeful face and
busy fingers, thal were always stitching,
and think how mueh better and purer
a man might be who had sueh o sweet
face and true, carnest spirlt always in
hig home.

But some strapge glamor wias upon
him while with Miss Livingston—u sub-
tle something which he conlid not, or at
least did not, resist, drew him towards
her. Awmd that day, ns she sat beside
him in her splendid carringe, her mog-
nificent heauty enhanced by the richness

I thonght he wonld be here to-day,’
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lotty thonght, all noble work, all pure

aspiration—forgot in short everything
but the passionate, bewitching face of
the wuinan beside him.

CHAPTER IX.
Olive Livingston had had too much
experience widi-the world not to under-
stand the symptoms which Mr. Russel
exhibited. But while it gratified her
vanity, it woke no answering sentiment
in her bosom. The only love that was
worth anything to her—the only eyes
which she cared to have look their s
sion into hers—worshipped at another
shrine. What was all her wealth, and
position, and beauty worth, so long as
this Moidecia failed to bow down before
it. And like another Haman she began
the constroction of a gallows for the ac-
complishment of her desires. Quite un-
expectedly she found a2 workman to her
hand—one who bad served a long ap-
prenticeship with his master and was
very ready at his work. It happened in
this wise,
One evening after she had sat at her
window and watched, with burning
eyes, the figures of a youth and maiden,
sitting in an unmistakably lover-like
attitude under the little vine-covered
porch of the Wallace cottage, she was
weasurably relieved, by the announce-
ment of Asa, that a man was at the door
who wanted to speak with the mistress.
“Bring him In here!" she said gharply.
“Iuto the drawing-room, miss#”
“Certninly. What is there remarka-
ble abiout that 2™
“Nothin’, as I kuow of,
man !
“*What of him?*?
“He's rather & hard looking chap. 1
should’nt want to meet him in an out of
the way place. He looks ‘villain,”
whether he is or not.
“1 am pot afraid of Satan himself, to-
night! Bring him in."
Notwithstunding her assertion, a sud-
den shiver ran over her when the man,
who camne in with a stealthy, cat-like
tread, lifred a pair of bleaved, blood-shot,
deep-set gray eyes to her face with a cu-
rious, continued ze. He was a large,
muscular man, though evidently worn
by dissipation. He was coarsely dressed,
and his upkempt hair of heavy iron
gray [fell low over his dark, lowering
brow. ‘I'nke him all in ail he was not
exuctly the man for a lady’s boudoir,but
he =at down. however, with an air of
quiet a=gurance that annoyed Miss Liv-
ingston exceedingly, and she mentally
resolvedl to get rid of him as speedily as
possible,
“W hat iz your business with me, sir?”’
she demunded, haughtily, stepping back
as hie approached.
“1 amin want of =ome money."’

“A beggar!™ she ejaculated, contemp-
You

only the

tuously,

“Not exaelly, my proud lady.
are the owner of Lindenwold 227
1w, siv. Did you come here to ask
that? Any conntryman could have told
yoit thus much.”

“Every countryman doesn’t know
quite as much about it as you and 1, he
replied, with a leer.

“Did yon come here to insult me?'’
she cried, with flashing eyes.

“On the contrary I came here to make
a bargain with voun."

“What sir#”

**A bargain, ma'am; which, if T mis-
take not, will be for your interest full as
much as mine.”

“You are drunk!"” she exclaimed,
turning to the bell rope. He put out his
hand—his blaek, grimmy hand—and ac-
tually Iaid it on her white, dainty shoul-
der. She faced saddenly round, trem-
bling with passion at the indignity.
“How dare yon?"' she demanded, her
eyes flaming.

“By heavens! mizs, you'd make vour
fortune on the singe. If anything hap-
pens, you can try it, yon know.”’

Her first thought was, *“this is somne
miserable trick ol Geoffry’s to extort
more money from me,’” and she smiled
to hersell to ¢hink how little she cared
for Geoffry’s secret. If she only suc-
ceeded in her plans—and she would suc-
ceed ifshe perilled hersoul in the attempt
—she could defy Geoftry and his secret.
“Come, now,” said the man, ““don’t
he 2o liery. I did not come here 1o guar-
rel with yous; on the contrary I am in
want of a little mouey, and thought
perhaps I had something yon wounld like
to purchase,”

“Nou! Perhaps you would conde-
seend to inform me,”” she said, scoru-
fully.

“Certainly, Silence,”

“Silenve! are you insane? What can
you know that will affect me, if you pro-
claimed it upon the house-tops ¥’

“L know who is the heir of Linden-
wold,” he said, coolly, looking at her
from under his shaggy brows.

She paled porceptibly, but still kept
up nshow of bravery.

“Really, vour knowledge is not so
very wonderful, since it is a vommonly
established fact.””

1t is not an established faet, but it is
inmy power to make itso. [ holdin my
posession certuin papers, that once given
to the true heir, would tura you from
Lindenwold as much & beggar as 1. It
rests with you to accept my offer or re-
jeet it. I'donot bear the man who really
OWns Lindenwold any good-will;
hot money I must have, and if you are
not willing to pay it, probably he is.””

“You are mistaken,” she sail, with an

effort to e ealm: “the mother and ehild
never arrived here; they bouh perished
en the passage, if indeed they ever left
there at all, of which there is no proof.”
“The mother died, but the child did
not.  He lived, is still living, and you
Enetn Rim.”
“I do not! You think to extort mon-
ey from me by threats. I tell you that
there iz no proof that they ever left Liv-
erpool.”

“Liverpool! Who said anvthing about
Liverpool? You are on the wrong track
altorether. Perhaps it would be worth
yvour while to listen to what I have to
propose.”

Faint and giddy with a saspicion of
the truth, Olive Livingstou sank into a
chair and motioned to him to proceed.
The man told his story in a low, bitter
tone, watching his listener steadily with
those keen, deep-set, gray eves. Buatall
he eould see was the white pidior of her
face, which was tarned toward the win-
dow. She did not speak until he coneln-
fed, then she said, without moving or
tarning her head :

SWell !

¢ What do you think of the story 2

1 am ready 1o pay for it.”*

“Yon do not doubt it, then 2"’

“No, I know it iz so. [ knew it he-
fore. I thought I held the only clne; it
seems I am mistaken. How much will
satisfy you #”

“It is a large property, I expeet,” he
sald, with a disngreeable sinile.

““T'hat is not the question. Name yonr
price—or stop. You say yon do not Hke
this man 2"

7 =i that T hated his pavents, and
hated him because he was their child I’
he said, in a tone of compressed passion.

SWell, it yon could do something to
injuee him—I don't mean bodily injury
—lir_-mnst not be that, mind !—bnt some-
this
sufler as you have suffered.”

His eyes fairly blazed with excitement,
and his hands eleuched nervonsly at the
tabile by which he sat, Miss Livingston
g0 far overcmne her repugnance as to
take a chair beside the table where her
strange euest sat, for the puarpose of
forming this singular allinnee. 11 1 had
as mueh fuith in o personal devil as some
people have, 1 should say , unhesitating-
Iy, that he came and completed the
party!

[T BE CONTINUED.]

- -

Rev, Ray Paliner, DL Dy, hias written a
postn—** Home: or, the the Unlost Parva-
dise.—which Randolph & Co., will pub-
lish snon.  Woe anticipate something pure
il beantitul  from  this well-known

al eleganes of her attive, e forgot,
while looking inlo her glowing fave, all

oty whose hymns are part of the songs
of the Church universil.

@ to strike at his heart, to make hins

WATCHING FOR JOEN.

BY OLIVE THORNE.

Nervous when John don’t come home?
Well, yes: I am—a Hitle,

Perhaps vou would’ne think it now
but it von had seen me when I wasa
vorng married woman Why, if he
did’ot come home the minute I expected
him, I began to worry and fancy what
might have happened to him until in
un hour I would nearly drive myself
frantic. Awd when he came in, cool
and composed, and in reply to my anx-
jous inquiries gave me some slight rea-
son for the detention, it fell like ice on
my exeited brain, and 1 thought he was
ernel and hard-hearted.

sStill 1 got no better of my weakness
until oue night—shall I ever forget that
night® It cost five hours of suffering,
but I learneid the lesson thoroughly.

It happened thus: John was a Free-
mason, and went every week o lodge.
From my window I could see the row
of lightad windews of the lodge-room,
and when the lights went out, about ten
o'cleck, I began to shut up the house,
aud by the thime I had finished John
always arrived. Well, that night he
left after tea for the lodge as usual. I
got the buby to bed and sat down to
read. When the clock struck ten I shut
up my book and went to sct by the win-
dow to ses when the lights went out in
the lodge.

Soon they vanished, and I went my
rounds of locking up, closing blinds,
bolting doors, and fustening windows.
Bot Johm did not come. Then I sat
down by the window again. He must
have stopped to talk at sume neighbor’s

gate,

The minutes rolled on into half an
hour. Still no John! I hegan to feel
worried. Could he have fallen and hurt
himself? There was a sidewnlk, 1 ro-
membered, where boards were taken up
to put in gas pipes. Counld it have been
left and he fallen in? It was mot far
off, and I almost resolved to go and see.
But there was baby! And how vexed
Jolin would be, if nothing had hap-
pened, that I ran after him as though
he was a child! No, I would wait.
Then a neighbor went by who must
have come over the broken walk, and
would certainly have seen him if he was
there; besides such a little fall would
not have stunned him; he conld have
made himself heard.

Still the minutes rolled on, and the
cloek struck eleven. Still I sat by my
window waiting. Few went by at that
hour. If I cuught the sound of a step
along way off, I held my breath and
listened until it came nearer and nearer,
and oh! how I prayed that it might stop
at my gate! Butuo. They all went by
to gladden some other watching woman'’s
heart, 1 thought and tried to be glad.
Finding myself stifif with cold I left
the window and replenished my fire. 1
tried to think of something oheerful. I
tried to think of something that might
have taken him down town, and
thought I would not worry until the
last ear went up, which was at twelve
I tried to sew, but somehow baby’s dress
hail no interest for me, and there’s no
aid to anxious thought like the needle,
I ook up the evening paper. The first
itean I saw was a brutal murder in our
own city. I turned from it, shuddering,
only to read of a suicide anmd an acel-
dental drowning.

My blood seemed freezing. 1 threw
awny the paper anid took up u book. It
was one of Poe’s; and thongh I was
intested in the story I remd it filled my

mind with horrors.

The clock struck twelve!

1 went to the window again to listen
for the last car, which ran througlh the
next street. In a short time it came
lumbering slong with its jingling bells.
Opposite our corner it halted,and & man’s
step came ringing aeross the block. It
was he, of course, and I atarted up to
listen for the click of the gate-latch.
But the step went by ! -

Then a panic slezed me. Then I knew
something dreadful had happened! Per-
haps he had started for town and walked
off the bridge when it was open. Many
people had done so, and some had been
drowned in this very city. He was al-
ways in a hurry, too, and never waited
for a bridge if he could run over.

But then he could swim!

Yes; but he might be strangled in the
first dash of that horrid river and go
down like lead, as I had heard people
did sometimes! Or, if he did swim how
could he ever land? KEach side wasa
a high wall to the docks—nothing to
climb up by, nothing to hold on! Per-
haps he was there now, hanging with
the grasp of despair to some crack in the
wall! With the the thought I spran
to my feet. 1 walked the floor, cried,
and wrung my hands in my agony.

The clock struck one!

It not drowned he might have fallen.
They were always fixing the streets
somewhere, and I often read of people
falling through and being hurt. In
many places the walks were quite high
above the ground, ns the grade bad been
raised, and a fall through such a place
was dangerous. Or, he might have
slipped on the walk and fallen against
the enrb; and if somebody sicked bim
up he might be zenseless and not able to
tell his name! e might be earied to the
station house and fie for hours un-
known! Hiz= clothes were not marked,
I could not think of any way he could
be identifled. Ile might be snfféring
for care. He might be lyving on some
hard bench, or he might be lying under
some sidewalk—stunned, dying for want
of eare!l

O God! how conld I stay there and
amother in the house and leave him out
to his fate? "T'he drops of agony stood
on my face. My fire was long dead, but
I was burning with exeitement.

The elock struek two!

With the sound ecame a ery of an-
ruish. Now I had done expecting him.
Te had never stayed onl so late—of
course something had happened.,

What should I do? Should T rouse
the neighbors? What should [ say?
Where shonld T gend them to look? Per-
haps—oh! the dreadful thought wonld
come—perhaps hie has been struck down
by o robber or garroted ! Perhaps he lies
cold and deald on & bench in the station
housze! Perhaps thrown into an alley
out of sight! There may be life in
him, bat if not helped he will sarely
die or freeze,

Perhaps—probably—I shall never see
him again alive. O Heaven! can it be
that I am a widow now? 1 believe that
thought brought n ery, for my baby
woke, frightened. 1 smothered her to
sleep, though the blood seemed to dance
throogh my head, and 1 felt myself go-
ing mad.

If s0, what will become of us! Suap-
posing I could get used to living with-
out him, how conld I earn my bread?
My health was delicate, and there was
baby! We had nothing but John's
salary. Idid not know hew to work.
1 could not teach. 1 had no father’s
house to 2o to.  Horrible vislons of suf-
fering, of freezing and starving cune
up betore me; of seeing baby pine away
and die; of coming at Iast to die ina
garret myself.

There was a step at the door! 1t was
his, and I sprang to open the door.

“Well, Nellie!” he began guayly, but
quickly ehanged.

“Why, Nell! up and dressed ? Havn't
vou been to hed #°* and as he came to the
Hght nod saw my face he grew instantly
SCErIous.

“My dear. what's the matter?
you slek?  Is baby——"*

“Matter!™ I gasped, leaning helpless
andd ot against the wall. 41 thought
I was a—widow 1™

His sympathy vanished ; he was vexed,

“Nousense, my dear! Youn do make
voursell most absurdly miserable about
nothing.  Now, I'll allow it's rather
late to-night, but 1’1l tell yoa just how
it was,"

“When 1 started for lodge 1 met a

Are

conulry customer to whom 1 hoped to

sell a large bill of lumber to-morrow.
He was coming for me to help pass away
his evening. I turned and went with
him down wwn. We went to hear u
political speech-at Bryan Hall, which
kept us until about eleven o'clock.
When we came out he proposed to go
into Kingsley’s aml get a lunch before
e went to hiz hotei. There we met
another party, and before woe knew it it
struck twelve, and I knew the last car
had gone. When I did start for home it
was about one. I found one bridge open
and broken, =0 I walked over o the
next, aml found that one just opening,
I stood there while s dozen or so slow
canal boats were poled through. and by
that time it was nearly two. I was the
first man over the bridge, and I walked
straight home.™

“Now how foolish all vour berrowed
trouble! [ supposed. of course, you’d
go to bed at ten oclock, us you know I
could come in with my night-key.""

He was very much vexed and
started off to bed, but I sat there a few
minutes thinking.

It was short, and the pang was sharp,
but it was a care. 1 thought of his
pleasant, careless evening in contrast
with my hours of suffering. It had
done no good—he was annoyed—and I
felt as if I had lived years of sorrow.
Phen and there I made a vow, by the
memery of that night, never, never to
borrow a moment’s trouble,

And I never have, If he isout late,
and [ begin to feel anxious, I remember
thut night—I1 refuse to think of the pos-
sibilities. T bury myself-in' a book, if I
have one: if not I persistently think of
something else, 1 will not worry. 1
will not suffer from any imaginary
trouble.  Time enough to suffer when
trouble comes.

Years have rolled away. He has often
been out late, but never have I suflered
from any real trouble as I suffered from
that dreadful night from terrors of my
own imagination.

And he has always come safely home.

SARA PAYSON WILELAS PARTOXN.

This writer, so widely: known for the
last twenty years as “‘Fanuny Fern,”
died on Thursday of diffused cancer.
Mrs. Parton has been a sufferer from
this fatal and terrible disease for some
time past, and her death was not unex-
pected by her friends. Sara Payson
Willis was born at Portland, Me., Joly
7th, 1811. She wuas of Purithn extrac-
tion on both sides. Her father removed
to Boston six weeks after Sara’s birth
and founded a religious paper called the
Purvitan Recorder. He subseguently
elited the Youth’s Companion. He
achieved considerable reputation as an
editor. Sara’s mother hns been de-
scribed as a woman of more than aver-
age mental endowments, and as being
blessed with most envinble qualities. All
her children—Nathaniel P., Richard,
and Sara—exhibited remarkable cleyver-
ness, which at times approached genius.
The subject of our sketch was sent to a
schoel in Hartford, Conn., kept by Cath-
erine E. Beecher. In it the future Mrs.
Havriet Bescher Stowe, of “Uncle Tom’s
Cabin’ celebrity, was a junior teacher.
Miss Sara was rwuﬁnhsd as a cleyer
girl, whose scholurship was good. but
whose deportment was not what the
teachers thought it should be. She was
very high-spirited, and put down then
as a “little ecoentric”—which seeme to
mean that she had & will of her own.
She was fullof animal spirits, and some
comlenl stories of her eseapades ut school
have come down to us. Even to the
very Iast, though she sufiered most ex-
cruciating agonies, her spirits never
abandoned her. In the intervals be-
tween her most violent attacks she was
not enly cheerfal but witty. She mar-
ried-early in life Mr. Charles Eldridge,
cashier of the Merchants’ Bauk, Boston,
with whom she lived for a number of
years in hapPiness and affinence. On
Mr. Eldridge’s death his wife was sud-
denly ealled npon to provide nainten-
ance for herself and two children. She
rarned her attention in several direc-
tions without finding an epening.  She
made two or three unsuceessful attempts
to obtain a position as a teacher, Asa
last resort, and when she was in rather
straitened circumstances, she prepared a
short essay. She offered it to several
Boston newspapers, by the editors of
which it was rejected in turn. She
found a purchaser at len for it for
the sum of 50 cents. This little paper
was signed “Fanny Fern,” and enjoyed
an immediate popularity. Other sketches
from the smpe pen followed., They
were extensively copied. Mrs, Eldridge
collected these little poems into a vol-
ume, entitled “Fern leaves,”” which ap-
peared in 1852 and had an mmediate
sale of 70,000 copies. A few months la-
ter she published “Little Ferns for
Fanny's Little Friends.,” 1In the fol-
lowing vear she published s new edi-
tion of the “Leaves’ which had a large
sale. Ip 1854 Fanny published a nevel
—one of the two romances she ever
wrote. “Ruoth Hall” was unfortunately
marred by the exhibition of great asper-
ity towards some members of the au-
thor’s family. In 1857 appeared ‘‘Rose
Clarke.” which on its ewn merits en-
Jjoyed a more extended popularity than
even the notoriety of the other had
drawn to it. She published ““Fresh
Leaves" and “Play Day Book' in 1857.
Subsequently she wrote almost exelu-
sively for the New York Ledger. She
has lately collected under the title of
“Ginger Snaps’ some sketches from her
pen, which have appeured in that puper.
“*Fanny Fern” removed to N. Y. in
1852, shortly after her advent into the
field of literature. She hus resided there
from that time until the day of her
death. She married Mr. James Parton,
the brilliant essavist and blographer, in
1856. Murs. Parton had a bright, Spark-
ling style. She wasgeunial on congenial
themes, but rather inclined te be harsh
when persons or things were not to her
likiug. She was witty and pointed.
She had said seme very clever thing.,
but she lucked the “faculty divine™ that
wonld have given her creations immor-
tality.

AN OLD PRYSICIAN ON DMAT.

0Old Dr. Cooper, of South Carolina,
used to gay to his students: ** Don’t be
afraid of dirt, young gentlemen. What
isdirtY Why, nothing at all offensive,
when chemically viewed, Ruaba little
wlkuli upon the divty grease spot on your
cont, and it nndergoes a ehemical change
and becomes soup; now rob it with a
little water, and it disappears. 1t is
neither grease, soap, water, nor dirt.
That is not a very odorous pile of dirt
you soe youder; well, scatter a little
sy psam over it, and it is no longer dirty.
sverything like dict is worthy our no-
tice as students of chemistry. Analyze
it: it will separate into very clean ele-
ments,  Dirt makes corn, corn makes
bread and meat, and that makes a very
sweet voung lady that I saw one of yon
kissing last night. So, after all, von
were kissing dirt, particularly if she
whitened her face with ehalk or fuller’s

such stufl’ on the beantiful skin of a
young lady is a dirty practice. Pearl
powider, 1 think, is mmde ®f bismuth,
nothing but dirt. Palmerston’s flne
deflnition of divtis, * matter in the wrong
place.” Pt it in the right place, and we
cease to think of it as dirt.”

- - —

Rev. S. F. Kennedy, of Delaware,
Ohio, Financinl agent of the Ohio Wes-
leyan University, conunitted suicide in
the eellar of his own house in Delaware,
Sunduy, the 13th inst., by shooting him-
sell through the head with a revolver,
the wus recently Presiding Eldor in the
Northern Ohio Colference, and also a
wember of the conunittes charged with
the investigation of the New York Book
Conecern difficulties.  The late loss of
two danghters by death is supposed o
have brought on insanity.  He leayves o

widow,

carth, though I may say that rabbing

RELIGIOUS NEWS

Leave company when you find that
you lose by it, mad see that you cannot
improve it.

While the people of Rome, with great
enthusiasm, were celebrating the anni-
verzary of the oceuapation of Rome by
the Italiuns; and the liberation of the
people from Roman or Papal tyranny,
the Pope was receiving at the Vatican
vizits o’ condolence on the same event;
s0 differently does their liberation strike
the Pope and the people.

We all of us complain of the short-
ness of time, mud yet have much more
than we know what to do with. Ouar
lives are spent either in doing nothing
atall, or doing nothing to the puarpose,
or in doing nothing that we ought to doz
we are always complaining onr days are
few, and aeting as though the® would
be no end of them.—Seneca.

A large mass meeting held at Cooper
Institute the other evening, at the call
of the New York City Council of Politi-
cal Reform, appointed a numerous com-
mittee to co-operate with other reformn
organizations in obtaining from the
dominant political parties good nomina-
tions for the Assembly and city offices,
(l.\jr (if necessary) to make such nomina-

ons,

The remark attributed o President
M’Cosh—that the time is coming when
no man will be found willing to be
worth $100,000 without making his gift
to the cause of education—seems abont
to be [fulfilled, so frequent and
and so princely are the gifts. 'I'he
telegraph announced last week that Ed-
W Tompkins, Esq., has given the
Californin State University land wvalued
at $50,000, as an endowment of an
Agasiz. professorship of oriental lan-
guages and literatures, Whose hundred
thousand shall we record nexg?

*T'he clothes question,” according to
Churoh and State, is tated with con-
siderabie zeal in ritnalistie civeles, It
savs; ** While making little of preacli-
ing, and other as s of their ealling,
they are ever ready to expatiate on ‘the
ciothes gquestion,” aud even hold fairs for
tire exhibition of fancy dresses, orna-
mental altar-cloths, book-marks, and
other varieties of ecclesiastical millinery.
And in London these fairs often attract
large crowds of ritualistic clergy aund
their feminine followers.” 'The guoes-
tion, if they would but think of it,
“ What shall we do to be saved?” is of
much greater importance than * Where
withal shall we be clothed 2™

There are vacant pulpits to be filled in
some of the most important churehes in
Boston, including St. Panl’s among the
tlie Episcopalians, the Arlington Street
Chureh winong the Unitarians, and _the
Warren Avenue, the Harvard Street and
the Bowdoin Square churches among the
Baptists, while the resignation ot Dr,
Blagiden will create a vacancy in the
Old South. The Episcopalinns are also
under the necessity of electing n suc-
eesgor to Bishop Eastburn, whose re-
cent death after a long term ot service
creates a vacancy in the ranks of our lo-
cal clergy not easily filled. The coming
year promises to bring most important
changes to some of our ehurches.—7Trae-
eller.

Rev. Simon Parmelee, D, D, now in
his ninety-first year, preached, Septem-
ber 8th, in the church in Westford, Vit.,

Jdmcommemaration of the sixty-fourth

anniversary of his settlement at West-
ford. Dr. Parmelee, altheugh feeling
the infirmities of age, is still in excellent
health, and preaches quite vigorously.
He is the last, says one, of the old minis-
ters of Vermont. He began his ministry
as a4 missionary of the Conunecticut Mis-
sionary Society. When he was installed
at Westford, the services were held in a
barn, Rev. Lemuel Halnes preaching the
sermon. Dr; Parmelee remarked in his
commemorative diseourse, that no memn-
ber of the congregntion on that day is
alive, to his knowledge.

M. Thicrs, the head of the Frefich
Government, is & wonderful man. Al-
though an octogenarian, he is manifest-
ing all the enterprise and energy of
youth, and seems to be the only French-
man who igable to keep the French in
order in the present state of aftuirs. In
the midst of the cares of State, and in
the midst of other occupations, he has
been engaged in writing a book against
Materialism. To an officer of govern-
ment he recently said: * For twelve
years I have been engaged in this work:
during all that time I have been de-
manding from botuny, chemistry, and
lmmrslilswry their arguments against
the detestable doctrine which leads hon-
est people astray. I am a spiritnalist,
an impassioned one: and I am axious, 1
repeat. to confound meterialism in the
name of science and good sense."

The Rev John Inskip, who is comin
down South on a eamp-meeting expedi-
tion, has drawn down upon him the se-
vere animadversions of the Northern
Methodist press for his injudicious mode
of propagatng sanetification, and for his
slanderous allegations against Methodist
ministers that oppose the doctrine,
Nashville Chrstian Advocate.

It takes all sorts of people to make up
a-world, and quite u variety to make a
Chuarch:; bunt when we have seen and
heard this Mr. Inskipeonducting a meet-
ing, with reflned and cultivated gentle-
men around him, we have wondered
whether the civilization of the Metho-
dizt Church had not advanced so far as
to justify the suspension of the said In-
skip’s peculiar services in the work of
promoting holiness. We make no com-
plaint, but we do indulge the hope that
alter fifty or 2 hundred vears more of
such sort of work as he does, it may not
be deemed essential to the sanctification
of the Church that this man should con-
tinue to go up and down the country,
showing the effects of “*perfect holiness.”
It strikes us ontsiders thut his work
works the other way.

A learned Swiss writer (Jean de Mul-
ler) was deeply enguged in historieal
studies at Cassel, in the year 1782, In-
defatigable i research, he wrote to his
friend, Charles Bonnet, that he had
studied all the ancient authors, without
one exeeption, in the order of time in
which they lived, and had not omitted
to take note of a single remarkable
fact. Among other works, it ocenrred
to him to glanece at the New Testament,
and we give in his own words the im-
pression it produced upon him: * How
shall I express what I have found here?
I had wnot read it for may years, and
when I began it I was prejudiced aguinst
it. 'The light which blinded St. Paul in
his journey to Damascus was not more
prodigious, or more surprising to him
than what 1 suddenly discoverad was to
me the accomplishment of every hope,
the perfection of all philosophy, this ex-
plapation of all revolutions, the key of
all the apparent contradictions of the
material and moral world, of life and
immortality. 1sce the most astonizhing
things eftected by the smalless means, |
see the connection of all the revolutions
in Eurvope and Asia with that suflering
people 10 whom were committed the
promises; as one likes 1o entrust a
manuseript to those who, not knowing
how to write, cannot falsify it. I seere-
ligion appearing at the moment most
favorable to its establishment, and n the
way less likely to promote its reception,
The world appearing to be arranged
solely with reference to the religion of
the savior, I ean understand uu!Tqug ir
sueh a religion be not from God, 1 have
not reml any book about it, but In study-
Ing all that hnppened before this upm-i:.
I have alwavs fowd something wanting,
aud since 1 have known our Lord all is
clear to my sight; with him there is no
prablem that l;I cannot solve, Forgive
me for thus praising the san, us o blind

man, who had suddenly received the gift
ol sight.""—Eruest Naville,

CNRINES AND CASUALTIES.

A middle aged man by the name of
William Sands, living near Hilliard Sta-
tion, was committed to jail Friday, Oct.
11, for twice committing a rape on his
danghter.

A horrible story comes from Omaha.
A dead man was sent east from Ogden
in a cask of spirits, Certain rallroad
employees, ignorent of the contents,
bored u hole in the cosk and drank lib-
erally of the liguor. Accidentally the
fact was disclosed that they had been
drinking the spirits of a corpse, and
they suddenly disappeared miud have not
been heard of since.

A horrible and unnatural tragedy oe-
enrred at Hickman’s Mills on Thursday,
Wm. and Harrison Young, sons of Sel-
omon Young, a wealthy farmer, guar-
reled abont a proposed marringe of their
sister to a man named Clomens, which
William favored and Harrison opposed.
Weapons were drawn, but the parties
were separated by friemds. Iiarrison
rode home and got a shot gun, and re-
turning met his brother riding with
Clemens and another man, shot him,
inflicting & mortal wound, and killed
his horse. Clemens turned and rode off,
when Harrison fired again, severely
wounding him in the back. The
assassin then fled, but was arrested
at Independence. There is great ex-
citement over the affair.

Henry A. Armstrong, formerly one of
the proprietors of the Marine Railway,
came to his death about 11 o'clock last
night muder mysterions circumstances,
The evidence before the Coroner’s jury
showed that Armstrong had not lived
amicably with his wife for some time
pust, and that during the last two wecks
he bad been at New Albany. Return-
iug to his home, at Madizon, last night,
and  divesting himself of his boots, he
went up stairs tohis wife's room, when,
as she says, he beat and abnsed her and
dragged her down stairs. When ot the
foot of the stairs Mrs. Armstrong
sereamed and her husband released his
hold, and she then went up stairs, very
soon afterwards hearing a pistol shot.
Armstrong was found by a ueighbor
lying outside the back door, with a
bullet hole at the corner of his left eye,
his forehead covered with bruises, and
one of his hands somewhat Incerated,
showing that the deceased had been en-
gaged in a violent struggle. The jury
have not yet returned a verdict.

The details of another sickening Indi-
an massaere reaches ug from the Kansas
Paeific Railway. A gentleman who
renched St. Lonis Friday gives the fol-
lowing facts: It appears that several
weeks ago two men named Jordan, with
the wife of one and a hired man, left
Fort, Wallace for n Buffalo hunt. They
did not return at the anticipated time,
aud fears were entertained that they
lind met with some disaster. *arties
were gent ont to find them, if possible,
and after much diligent scaren the body
of the hired man was diseovered on the
plains, much muatilated. They contin-
ued the search and, finally found the
body of one of the Jordans. Umiler
his head was discoversd a woman's
apron, giving evidenes that, after being
wounded, his wife had narsed him until
torn away. In the body of the man
were sticking seventeen Indinn arrows,
and from their shape, it was the opinion
of those versed in Indian warfare that
they were made by the Pawnees. This
was strengthened by the knowledge that
a small band of Pawnees had been roam-
ing about that vicinity tor some time.
Within a short distance of the above
mentioned nnfortunate man was found
the other Jordan, also mutilated. They
had with them, when they left Walluce,
four mules und five liorses. None of the
animals were to be found. Troops have
been zent out to scour the country.
This sad and hellish deed wis committed
abont forty-five miles south of Mo
ment, on the Kausas Pacific Railway.
It is thought that the woman was cap-
tured, and is now with the Indians,

A short time ago a sailor went to the
city hospital from the British bark Geor-
ziana, who was supposed to be sufiering
from a sore leg. 'I'hc man had beeu,
ailing for near three months, but none
of hiz shipmates supposed that there
wus anything serions the matter with
him. Aeccordingly, when, a few days
before his removal to the hospital, he
declared himselt unable to walk about,
the captain of the ship supposed that he
was endeavoring to make an excuse for
getting away from the vessel that he
might be left in port, the ship being
prepared to gail in a few days. When
removeil to the hospital. the man’s right
leg was very much swollen, and mani-
festedl all the symptoms of erysipelas,
for which malady his affection wus at
firat mistaken., At the end of a1 few
duays, however, an abscess formed npon
the inner side of the ankle, from which,
after it had burst, protruded about three
inchies of a white, membranous-looking
substance, about an eighth of an inch
in diameter. This singular manifesta-
tion induced a eareful examination of
the leg, which developed the fact that
the man was afflicted with the dracun-
enlus, or Gninea worm. This isa horri-
e paragite, foand only along the shores
of the Iudian Ocean, Red Sea, and cer-
tain portiong of the Mediterranean. It
infests damp and muddy soil, and -
pure water, anil generally attacks the
feet and legs, but sometimes other por-
tions of the body. At the time that it
forsakes its native eliment for the more

ions habitation of flesh and blowl,
it is searcely larger than a common flea;
but, having once buried itself beneath
the skin, it grows with alarming rapidi-
ty, and will avtain a size varyving from
=ix inches to <ix fect in length by one-
twelfth to one-eight of an inch in diun-
eter, It lies dormant until it reaches
the age of maturity, after which it com-
mences a series of wanderings and me-
andermgs abont the muscles and bones,
which eause intense pain to the unsus-
pecting vietim. It always travels down-
ward, and with such rapidity that it
will sometimes travel the whole length
of the human frame in twenty-four
honrs. 1t will sometimes come to the
surface and lie under the skin like a
long, white cord, bul should the surgeon
attempt to extract it with the kuoife
withont first securing it with the nipper,
it will elude hizs grasp and seampoer
away with the agility of an eel. If a
portion of the worm is removed, the re-
maining portion will not die, but con-
tinne a8 gay awd lively as ever, The flest
symptoms of the Guinea worm are n
disagreenble itching and irritation of
the infected parts.  After it begins o
move about s paths are tollowed by
externnl absee and when the paths
lie along the stomach, internal abscesses
also,  Iralways ultimately endeayors to
feave the system by working its way
throngh the skin, generally near the
aukle; but this is only ater it has left
from ten w fifteen young behind, The
usnal number of worms that are found
in one person varies from one to Ay,
There is one cose on record, however, off
w mun dying from the offects of the
Guinea worm whose hody sod skin were
nothing but & network of these horrible
creatures,  Death rarely results from
the ravages of this worm, amd when it
does it is generally the resalt of some
tisense produced by the inflammation
and other effects of the worm’s wander-
ings, The Guinea worm Jdoes not con-
tfine 1ts ravages to man, but will attack
dogs wimd horses.  "I'he sailor in guestion
nupde & vovage to the castern coast of
Alriea about six months ago. and while
there reccived the parasites Into his sys-
tem.  One of theso worms bas already
been extracted from his right leg, but

tise s hefore the expiration ol thelrcontracts
will be charged acconding to the above rates.
Transiont advertisements must invariably be
puid for in advance, Rogular advertisements
to be pald at the expiration of ench yuarter.
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MELANGE.

Dututh is laying a foundation for na-
val pre-emnence in ajbirch bark canoe
factory.

Story, the sculptor, has sold two re-
duced copies of his “Semiramis’ at
$3,000 each.

The art museum at the Paris Hotel de
Ville has been enriched with the scep-
tre of Marie Stu-art,

Nearly three thousand women show
that their soles are not above buttons in
Philadelphia gaiter faectories.

The lowa man who has been indiet-
ed for felonionsly appropriating a bridge
inust be an “arch offender.”

“Smoked nigger” is what the Western
folk eall Barnum’s precicus Eygptian
(warrented genuine) mummy.

Cape Cod is called the “right arm” of
the Bay State, probably because its
“right handy® to the Bostonians.

Why isa person who becomes inordi-
nately corpulent like a Seotch mendi-
cant? Because he's getting an awmous,

Guusmiths are offering “‘thunderbolt
riflos and shot-guns™ for sale. He who
invented must have been an electric
spark.

An Indiana gentleman lately endeav-
ored to swallow a mouthful of beefsteak
three inches square, and perished in the
attempt.

By the constant use of tar-soap an
eminent base-ball player finds that he
has immensely improved his hand for
pitching.

A colored rag-picker prevades the wes-
tern steets of the city, much to the dis-
gust of the foreign chiffonniers, who re-
gard him as u black sheep.

Medico-legal view of a modern mur-
der trinl—l?oml insanity at the-bar,
acute mania In counsel for the defence;
and amentia in the jury-box.

An.unsucecessful attempt is said to be
on foot in Maryland to produce a ““cor-
ner” in oysters. In fish, now there
might be achance for an angle,

A. G. Catlell has recently und ne
a surgieal ration upon his jaw which
will oblige him to hold it during the
rest of the political campaign.

An incoherent gentleman residing
unear the upper end of the islund has
built a shed over a sun dial in his gar-
tlen to protect it from the weather.

The unfortunate conviets in the Mich-
igan  State Prison are condemned to
listen to lectures on English literature
hy Professor Tyler, of the State Univer-
sity.

“Hign Dateh™ and “low Dateh™ we
have often heard of, but Het Spiritsch
Tydsehrift, an organ of the Holland Spir-
itunlists, is probably published in medi-
um.

Dugoune oil is declared by British phy-
sicians to be as efficucions us cod-liver
oil, while it the the advantage
ofhaving “an actually agreeable fin-
\"Ort"

Wisconsin marshes are yielding al-
ternate crops of intermittent fever and
craitberriea to the extent of from two
hundred to three hundred bushels to the
acre,

The latest medical mania in France is
an almost exelusive diet of water-cress-
es: perhaps with an idea of earrying out
the injunction, *“Cress-eat-ye ot multipli-
camini.

Legal proceedings are on foot in Lew-
iston, Me., against sundry grocers who
keep refriﬁcml.m‘ﬁ in their shops. The
natuae of their offence is apparently an
ive question of law,

Lmitation poodles and other pet dogs,
on velvet cushions, are the newest freak
in “ornamental’” furniture. The real
dogs are said to be very much depressed
at the introduction of these.

A London critic speaks of Miss Sophia
Eckley. a Boston poetess, as “a Chrisian
Heine,” 'This is manifestly a Bowbell
transcription of the German r{vhrase.
“HYeme gottesfurehtige dichterinn.”
M. Louis Blanc has been forbldden to
leeture in Italy; he is troubled with
cucocthes lognendi, and at the same time
is 20 dogmatic that it is feared he will
inoculate others with the Blane mange.

The eminent American tragedian has
a full-length, life-zized pho aph of
himself, whieh our art critic character-
izes as *‘a good bit of landscape—a For-
est with a couple of calves in the fore-
ground.”

In o show=-case on the east side, there
is displayed a very ingenious model, in
cork, of Lismore Castle, an [Irish pos-
session of the Duke yof Devonshire. Al-
though it is in cork here it is in Water-
ford over there.

Anold lady of near eighty having re-
cently hanged herself in Kentucky, the
coroner’s jury was divided in .;Thﬂou
concerning the nice psychologi dis-
tinction between temporary insuyity and
a “fiv of hanger.’,

Fort Wayne Ind., boasts of a] talking
monkey. Naturalists are not guite
agreed whether it isan improved devel-
ment of an ape into an average Indianian
or an average Indianian on the wane to
Darwinian first principles,

A junk dealer who hasa turn for mu-
gie and remds Shakespeare says he can
no longer run his hawd eart through the
streets afflicted with cobble stone pave-
ment, becanse the jolting makes his
“ gweet bells fangled  harsh, and out of
tune,”

Buffalo hides ave to be utilized by be-
ing turned into leather, and several bales
of them have just been sent to England.
Still, on the plaing  where he onee
wis plainly =een plaving, now the buf-
fulo hides, and not many of them can
be taken.

A lemale railway contractor in Iows,
Mrs, Catherine Strang, has ded two
miles of the Brownville and Nodaway
Valley Railroad. ‘The work can’t have
beenvery difficult’ however, as Nod-
awaymust have been a good place to lay
“sleepers™,

Animated by the principles set forth
by the groat Boston hygieaist, a resta-
urateur of this city is about opening a
hranch establislanent, the fare provided
in which istofconsistiexclusively of beans
and vanegar., Motto for the concern:
“EFaimus—"" we have bean.

A gentleman residing near Contral Park
is making extensive arrangements on
the roof of his house for observing the
shiowers of meteors that may be expec-
ted to arrive in afew weeks. Baing a
sportsman, ha maintains the season for
shooting-stars may always be looked for
soon after the opening of the season for
shooling game,

It appears that the Baltimore clothiers
have warned thelr cutters that they must
withdraw from the “Opder of the Sons off
Adam,”” beeoms pre-Adamite or  Ada-
mite as it wear, amd, 2o far a5 in them
Hes, make other folks sond  abont  like
cutters nidder bare poles,  **Was sagt der
schneidende Scheneider daga P if the
question be German to the sabject.
The Apaches;, who are now whooping
and Kicking up their heels, and murder-
ing their white brothers in Arazona
with the imminent deadly brecch-load-
ing rifle, have for their chiefa profound
student of Shakespeare who, when un-
der the influence of his “Great Fath-
ers"’ favorite beverage, talks enthnsias-
tically and  incoherently about the glory
of being **a king of suchesh- Reds and
Pacher.™

The negroes of Rankin County, Miss,,
do not appear 1o live together in broth-
erly love, five of them having been
wirdered by persons of their own color
within the last fourtoen weeks, A few
days ago one Wash, Williams shook his
fistz and pistol in the face of an  injured
husband, who thereupon “‘split  his

another has made itz appearanee in the
lefe.,

ever Known in Charleston,

skull-bone™ with an axe with so little

e is doing as well as can be ex- | effect that Mr. Willlams got on bis horse
pected nnder the circumstances,  This | rode home, got his shot gun, returned
i probably the fiest case of the Kind |

amd murdered the husband., Mnrders
there are as plentiful as black-buryings,




